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of grippe laid him low the fight would have gone on without respite. When the dread disease struck there was little reserve to fight with. He was too ill to rise from his bed. However, things were at such a crisis that he would not relax his personal hold. Taking advantage of the President's dilemma, Clemenceau had pressed his demand for an uncollectable sum of reparations, and the Italians their claim to Fiume, The President opposed both.
With these great interlocked questions hanging fire, Mr. Wilson sent word that unless Clemenceau, Lloyd George and Orlando were afraid of the disease he wanted them to meet in his room, as usual. This they did, while Dr. Grayson and I sat outside fuming, for the President was sapping every drop of vitality' left. Then came a night of burning fever. Finding the chest was involved, Dr. Grayson forbade further work. We went about on tip-toe as our patient lay utterly spent, fitfully asleep.
More days of tense anxiety. Getting better, the President insisted on knowing what had gone forward while he had been incapacitated. Alas, his absence had been taken advantage of again. The news that came to him was so grave we trembled for the efiect on him. But the spirit was stronger than the flesh, and instead of causing a relapse it stiffened his will. Silently I sat beside his bed, knowing that he was formulating his course. At length he said: "I can never sign a Treaty made on these lines, and if all the rest of the delegates have determined on this, I will not be a party to it. If I have lost my fight, which I would not have done had I been on my feet, I will retire in good order; so we will go home. Call Grayson for me, please."
When Admiral Grayson came in the President said: "Giay-son, I wish you would send word to Captain McCauley that I want the George Washington put in shape at once for my return home as soon as you think it is safe for me to make the trip."
These orders were forwarded promptly. As soon as the